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THIS IS LITTLE ELLZABETH ROSE 
WHO CARRIES THE SUNSHINE. 
WHEREVER SHE GOES 
SHE WASHES THE DISHES AND 
DUSTS AND ALL THAT. 

SO EVERY ONE LOVES HER 
INCLUDING THE CAT. 
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WINNING A FRIEND 
Matcotm MacInnes Younc, !2 years 
Chapter | 
Y GOSH! thar’s a good chance’t try me sling- 
shot on that sissy-kid!’’ thought Tom Barton 
f_ as he trudged along a country road, spying a 


boy high up on a cherry tree, which was about 
ten yards in front of him. 

Soon Tom had gotten a handful of stones 
in his pocket, and putting one in his sling shot, let 
fly. Biff! Bung! S-z-z went the stones as they 

hit the flinching boy in the tree. 

William Miller, the boy in the tree, was writhing with 
pain. However, he used thoughts in the right way, or the 
stones, indeed, would have hurt more. After a stone hit 
him on the funnybone William lost his self-control. He 
= down the tree, so Tom, seeing him nearly down, 

William chased him, but Tom was quicker than he. 
At last, thoroughly mad, William hollered, “I'll get even 
with you yet, you sneak,” and walked home. 

Chapter I] 

“Why, William, what’s the matter with you>”’ asked 
Mrs. Miller, as her son opened the back door and came in 
with his bruised face. ‘ 

“Oh, that little sneaking runt, Tom Barton, peppered 
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me with stones with his dirty old sling-shot,’’ was the answer. 

“Don’t talk that way about him, William,” said his 
mother. ““You know he’s as much a child of God as you 
are. 

“If he is, he’s not a very good child, I can tell you 
that,”” was William’s angry reply. 

“*And remember, also, he has some good in him.” 

““Not much of it,” angrily. 

“Calm yourself, William,” said the good mother. 

William, however, was not to be calmed easily. 

Mrs. Miller thought she could calm her son with some 
cake for supper, so proceeded to make some. She was 
right, for when William spied her mixing the dough he was 
a changed boy. 

Chapter III 


-The next afternoon William went out to the boys’ 
swimming pool. When he reached the bank he saw Tom 
Barton there, too. ‘“Tom,”’ he said, his anger rising, ““why 
did you pepper me with stones up in the tree, yesterday?” 

“Well, you said dat me paw wuz nothin’ but a workin’ 
man, an’ also dat he wuz not a gintleman. However, he’s 
a more an’ better gintleman dan you,” was the unexpected 
reply. “I has me faults, but I don’t lets people run down 
me pairents.”” 

“If he’s a gentleman, why don’t he send you to 
school,’’ was the sneering answer. 

“*Becuz, he can’t efford ut.” 

“I’m going in swimming, and mind, don’t bother me,” 
said William. 

“T wunt, but why did yer call me paw such names?” 
asked Tom. 

“Well, you put grease in front of our house, on the 
pees and made me slip and spoil my new shoes and 

at.” 

“Den you shoodn’t tole me I looked loik a begger 
when you seen me move ’ere.”” 

William had jumped into the water. After he had 
been in about fifteen minutes his leg got caught in a weed 
. which slowly pulled him under the water. He let out a 
cry, “I’m drowning, oh-h-h,”’ and disappeared beneath the 
surface. Tom Barton, sitting on the edge of the bank, had 
a pang of gladness go through his system. Now he would 
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get revenge for all of the cruel things the “‘sis’” had said 
about him. 
Soon, however, something seemed to say to him, ““Tom, 
help your drowning brother.” 
Chapter 


In another instant Tom jumped into the pool, clothes 
and all, swimming under water until he reached William. 
Then he had to rise to the surface for air. He thought to 
himself, if he only had jumped in the moment he heard the 
cry, for every second counted. 

Tom again disappeared under the water. He released 
his old enemy from the weed and swam ashore, nearly ex- 
hausted. He worked William’s arms back and forth until 
he opened his eyes. At that Tom fell asleep with exhaustion. 
William stayed where he was until Tom woke up, which was 
three hours later, it then being about 5:30. That night 
plans were made to send Tom to school, who was now 
William’s dearest friend. Tom had indeed won a friend. 


THE END 


THE LAUGHING BROOK 


C. BLacksurn, 9 years. 


Pretty little laughing brook, 

In the woodland’s sheltered nook, 
Flowing on and on and on, 

Until you reach the pretty pond. 


Other little brooks like you, 

That are so crystal, and so blue, - 
Flow on and on into the pond, 

The same as you. 


The little fishes dart about, 

Swimming to and fro— 

There is so much love and sunshine here, 
They do not like to go. 


You like the slimy seaweed, 
You like the little fish, 

You like to chase them all about, 
With your swish, swash, swish. 
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LOUISE AND MARY 


CeLesTE Turner, 10 years 


INCE upon a time, there lived in a large city a 
little girl named Louise. She was a happy little 
girl. Her mother had once been an invalid, but 
after a while she learned about the power of 
Love, and got well and strong. She taught 
Louise all about God’s Love for us. 

One day Louise went for a walk through 
the street. She felt so very happy. ‘How 
lovely the world is!”’ she thought. She loved every one of 
the people in the streets. Some looked sick. There were 
lame people, and she said to herself, “‘How I wish they 
knew about Love! I wish they knew that our Father would 
not afflict us, and that he will heal them if they asked him. 
I am going to try and tell all the people I can about him, and 
about his love!” 

She walked until she came to a street full of tall, dirty 
houses. “‘Lots of sorry people must live here. I hope that 
God will show me someone to help.” She came to a little 
lame girl, sitting on some steps. She was thin and pale. 

““She needs to know! I want to tell her, so much,” 
so she walked right up to the girl. 

““What is your name?” she said. 

“It’s Mary Tucker.” 

“‘Do you want to be well and strong>’’ and Louise 
sat down beside her. 

~ “Oh, ever so much, but God wants me sick. Mother 
used: to go to church, and she says so.” 

“If you want to be well, you mustn’t think so,”’ said 
Louise. 

“Why, it’s true! Mother ought to know.” 

“Don’t you know? He’s all love, and he wants you 
to get well. Mother used to be sick all the time, but after 
a while she learned that it. was only an appearance, and 
that God wanted her well. So she’s all well now.” 

“T suppose she is good, and so God helped her, but 
I’m being punished for my sins.” 

““Have you sins?” 

““Why, not exactly, only mother says we're all wicked 
and sinful.” 
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““Now, God made us in his image. He isn’t sick, so 
why should we be?” 

“*T don’t know.” 

“T’ll tell you how to be well.” 

“Oh! can you? The doctor said I will always be 
ame. 

““Now, here’s the way to be well. Say this every 
night, and believe you're going to be well, and running 
around like me: 

“God is my help in every need, 
God doth my every hunger feed, 
He walks with me and guides my way,’ ””°— 
and she said the whole prayer. 
“It’s very pretty. And how will it cure me?” after 
she had learned it. 

“You must believe you will be well, and see your- 
self as well, and then—why—-you will be.” 

“I will try! I never tried it.” 

“TI must go, but I'll come again tomorrow.” Louise 
went home. She sat with her mother that night, and after 
they had read their hour (for they studied Unity and the 
Bible every night), they prayed for Mary. 

The next day Mary was waiting for Louise on the 
steps. “I’ve slept well, after saying the prayer. *I’m so 
glad I’m to be well.” 

Louise gave her a copy of Unity and “Wee Wisdom’s 
Way,” and said, ‘Now, this book is a story of how a lame 
boy got well, and a sick lady, and this will help you, be- 
cause you can read the letters people who have been cured 
this way have written and try to understand the reading, 
because it’s quite hard to understand when you are just be- 
ginning to learn.” 

So the summer went away. Every day Louise went to 
see Mary. One day, after she had finished breakfast, the 
door-bell rang. There stood Mary! And she was 
walking! 

“*How lovely!” cried Louise. 

“Tt is! Last night I thought ‘Ill be well soon,” and 
the next morning I jumped out of bed and walked! The 
funny thing is, it doesn’t seem queer.” 

They ran in and showed Louise’s mother what Love 
had done. 


6 WEE WISDOM 


The summer did not end before Mary’s father got 
work (he was out of work when Mary met Louise first), and 
they moved to a nice, sunny street. And all winter and the 
next summer Mary and Louise played happily, for Mary 
was now as strong as Louise. 

Louise grew to be a woman by-and-by, and she helped 
lots of people through Love. And she always says that the 
first time she ever really helped anyone was the time she 


helped Mary. 


A FOOLISH FIGHT 


Murie. C. ANDERSON 


Jack and Donald were great friends. They hardly 
ever had a quarrel. One day they were walking through 
the woods talking. A\ll at once they began talking about 
what their fathers could do. Jack said his father could buy 
all the automobiles he wanted. Donald said that his father 

could go downtown and 

buy out “The May 

Company.” They kept 

IY getting angrier and an- 
grier. 

Then Donald said, 

“Do you mean to say 

your father is richer 

/' than mine?” 

! “Yes, I do,” said 
Jack, his fighting blood 
was roused. 

He felt his right 

fist go out and it landed 
on Donald’s nose. It began to bleed. Jack was frightened. 

“Oh, Donald!” he exclaimed, ‘‘what’s the matter?” 

“You've hurt me, and I will bleed to death, and then 
you ll be arrested,”’ he said, and began to cry. 

“Oh, come home and my mother’ll fix it, and oh, 
Donald, please don’t die, because maybe I will get hung,” 
and he, too, began to cry. 

They hurried home and went to the pump. Jack 
said, ““Oh, Donald, I heard a lady say that when you had 
a nose-bleed to hold up your right arm.” 
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Donald did it and then held up his left and then one 
of his legs, supported by Jack. His nose began to stop 
bleeding and they walked off to the creek as happy and 
friendly as they were before. They never again had such 


a foolish fight. 
THE CONTENTED ROSE 


Barsary Morcan 


A beautiful rose once grew in an humble garden. 
Each day she turned her face to the sun and gratefully 
drank in the dew and the rain. 

Around her were many fair flowers, but none was as 
lovely as she. 

The owner of this garden was a lazy man, and he 
did not till his ground as often as he should have done. 
But, although the garden was overgrown with weeds, the . 
rose did not grumble. Instead, she comforted the other 
flowers, and told them to be patient. 

One day the owner of the garden sold it, because he 
thought it was a great trouble to take care of. 

The new owner was a lovely lady, who at once be- 
gan to till the weed-grown soil. She dug the rose up, and 
replanted her in a cool and shady spot. All around the 
rose grew tall white lilies, and fresh green moss was planted 
around her. She thrived, and became fairer than ever. 
She might never have been planted in this beautiful place if 
before she had not been so kind and gentle to the flowers 
around her. She had thanked God for his goodness, and 
now she reaped as she had sown, for God had given her 
her reward. 


THANKFULNESS 
Selected by Irene Parker 
I thank thee, Father, great and good, 
For this dear home so warm and bright. 


I thank thee, for the sunny day, 
And for the sleepy, starry night. 


I thank thee, for my father’s arm, 
So big and strong to hold me near. 
I thank thee, for my mother’s face, 
For brother, strong, and sister, dear. 


8 * WEE WISDOM 
THE SUNSHINE ELFIN 


Merce SCHEPPEGRELL 


Oh, little Mabel found a man, 

As queer as queer could be. 

He was so small that 
Mabel 

Cried, ‘‘Goodness 


gracious me!” 


He turned around 
and said to her, 
“T am an_Elfin 

good.” 
His face showed this 
_ because he laughed 
As hearty as he 
could. 


“I spread the sun- 
beams big and 
bright, 

To people young and 
old, 

Because, a hearty laugh, you know, 

Is worth its weight in gold.” 


VIRGINIA’S STORY 


Vircinia FIFER 


There once was a little girl, and her name was Mary. 
She had been an orphan for many years. When she was 
fourteen years old she was so small that anybody would 
think she was only twelve. Though she was in an orphan’s 
7% home, she lived a very happy life. She was kind to every- 
body. I am sure she never slapped nor was ever cross, 
i She helped take care of the rest of the children, and told 
them stories, and took them to walk. 

| There was a rich couple who lived in the city, that 
‘i loved children, and they never had any of their own, so they 
. decided that they would adopt one. One day they saw 
Mary, and liked her so much that they went to the home 

and adopted her, and Mary lived happy ever after. 


| 
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“DIGNITY AND IMPUDENCE” 


DorotHy REED 
This story was composed by a little deaf girl, after looking. at 
a picture with this title. 

There is a picture of two dogs, but there is no story 
about them, so I thought of this one: 

One dog looks brave and strong, and the other is little, 
but bright and frisky. The little one I call “‘Jip’’ and the 
large one “Bob.” They are pets and live together. Jip 
has a white coat and black eyes, and little pointed ears. 
Bob has long, soft ears, and brown eyes and a brown coat. 
Jip looks playful and Bob looks solemn. Bob belongs to a 
boy whose name is Fred, and Jip to a girl whose name is 
Jean. They are brother and sister. One day Jean took 
Jip with her to the market to buy something for her mother, 
and Fred took Bob to the meadow to drive the cows to the 
barn. Bob says, ““Bow-wow’’ to make the cows go. The 
picture was painted by Sir Edwin Landseer. It is a very 
big picture, so I cannot send it to you. 


THE PIECE OF PAPER 


RomayNne Brown 


There was once a man, woman, and a little girl who 
lived away out West, and there was not a doctor for a long 
way off. The woman was out on the prairie and got bit 
by a rattlesnake, so she came near dying. But one day the 
little girl was out playing, when a piece of paper was blown 
“into her playhouse, so she took it to her mother. It was the 
146th Psalm, so her mother read it. She prayed to God 
and she got well. “And the very next time she went to town, 
which was forty miles away, she got a Bible, and they all 
read and studied it. I believe we all should study this 
Psalm. 


THE STORY OF A LITTLE ORPHAN GIRL 


THEODORE HarPER 


Once upon a time there was a little orphan girl whose 
name was Mary. One night, when she was fast asleep, she 
was suddenly awakened by a terrible noise downstairs. She 
was very frightened at first, but she got out of bed, slipped 
on her slippers, and went downstairs. She thought she saw 
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a light in the parlor, so she went to the parlor door and 
peeped in. She saw a man picking up everything he could 
find. Mary thought it high time she should do something, 
so she ran out of the door for help. When she got half- 
way to where she was going, she had to cross a fast-flowing 
stream, with only a log to go over, but when she started to 
go across she saw a fairy beside her. The fairy said: 

““You need not be afraid, because I will help you across 
the stream.”” When Mary got on the other side she thanked 
the fairy very much for her kindness and ran on for help. 
When Mary and the policeman came back to the house the 
burglar, with a sack of things he had taken, was just coming 
out of the door. Now it happened that the burglar was an 
escaped convict which the police were looking for two years 
ago. The following day Mary received a reward of one. 
hundred dollars. She studies her Bible and goes to Sunday 


school ever since, and has no more trouble. 


A BIRTHDAY STORY 
Vera Lucite Bopine 


I will tell you a story about myself when I was small. 
My papa and mamma had moved to Nebraska, and as the 
summer grew hotter and hotter, I thought I must have a little 
parasol. 

My mamma and I went downtown one day and 
stopped at the millinery store. I was warm and exclaimed, 
“‘Mamma, I am so warm, | must have a little pa’sol; I 
can’t go out any more till I get a pa’sol.” 

How they all laughed at me, and I could not see why. 
A few weeks later I had a birthday; my fifth one. My little 
friends gathered at our home and surprised me. Mamma 
and a lady who came spread a large tablecloth on the floor 
and we children all sat down around it and had a very nice 
lunch, including sandwiches, cake and pineapple ice. After 
we were through eating the lady presented me with a lovely 
blue-and-white silk parasol. The children all contributed 
toward it, but how they found out I wanted one, we never 
knew. After they were gone we went to the gallery and 
had my picture taken with my new parasol. I have it yet, 
and treasure it very much. 
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I See no Evil I Hear no Evil I Speak no Evil 


This is Amy de Wilde, 

A dear little child; 

Who would not see, hear, or speak evil. 
So she covers her eyes, 

And her ears, which is wise, 

Then never sees, hears or speaks evil. 


“GOD’S SEED” 
(Mummy's Story to Joy) 

I always tell my little ones plenty of good, helpful stories, and 
then I ask them to tell me some also; the result is often very sweet. 
I send one which is a mixture of many stories told to Joy—three years 
and nine months of age. I hope other Wees will enjoy it too. 


Once God took a dear little black seed, and he kissed 
it, and put it into the earth. “Now little seed,” he said, 
“‘you grow and bless the little children.” So the little seed 
grew. At first it was just a tiny green baby thing, but it 
grew and grew and grew, till it got very, very big, and full 
of leaves, and then it said: ‘““This is shade for the little 
children to play under when the sun is hot;’” and God said, 
““Good little tree, keep on blessing;’’ and mummy said, 
““What lovely shade for my babies to play under! How 
kind of God to give us cool, shady trees!”” The children 


= 


12 WEE WISDOM 


said, “Thank you, dear God, for the trees.” But the sun 
grew very hot and the leaves turned very yellow and fell 
off. Then the tree said, “Show me how to keep on bless- 
ing, dear God.”” God whispered something nice into the 
tree’s heart and it smiled and felt so happy till it was full of 
beautiful flowers, and everyone said: ‘“Oh, how pretty! 
Come see the lovely tree!”’ 

Bye and bye the flowers went away and fruit came; 
then the tree felt so happy because everyone came and ate 
the fruit. At length the tree grew very, very old, and peo- 
ple said: ‘“‘It will die. Let us chop it up to make ships, 
floors, roofs, and for fires to keep us warm, and to cook our 
food.”” But God smiled on the tree and said: “Keep 
on blessing everyone, little tree. You can never, never die. ~ 
My life is in you, and there is no death.”” And the tree 
again felt so happy.—From South Africa. 

What the Sunset says to Colie—Good night, God's 
beautiful little boy. Go to sleep filled with the love and 
harmony that fills all space, and awake tomorrow happy 


with the birds. 
THE HAPPY SURPRISE PARTY 


Etta Piceon, 12 years 

Dorothy was a very happy little girl and wished for 
everybody else to be happy, too. But one day she came into 
her mother’s room and said: ‘“‘Oh, mother, Mary Brown 
is going to be just as old as I am pretty soon. She. is sick 
and loves to read, but as her parents are too poor to buy 
books and papers for her to read she has to do without. I 
would love to give her a present, but do not know what to 
give her. I have sixty cents in my bank. Do, please 
mamma, tell me what to do.” 

““Well,”’ answered her mother, not subscribe 
a Wispom for her to read, as you say she likes to 
read. 

“Oh, yes,”’ Dorothy said, “that will be fine. Then I 
will ask some other little girls and we will give her a little 
surprise p party.” 

“*That will be fine, dear,” said her mother, as Dorothy 
went skipping out of the room. 

She told the other little girls about her plan and they 
were delighted. When at last the day arrived, the girls all 
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met at Dorothy’s house and the happy bunch went to 
Mary’s home. They rang the door-bell and they all were 
as much surprised as Mary, for she herself answered it. 
They were all so happy, and when Mary saw the paper, 
WEE Wispom, she was so glad she shouted, ““Oh, Dorothy, 
you dear girl!” 

Mary then told them that she wanted to be well by her 
birthday and she believed so strongly that she surely did get 
better. Just then they heard her mother’s voice. They 
went into the dining room and Mary saw a beautiful cake 
with ten candles on it and ““Mary”’ written in the middle. 

The girls enjoyed their lunch and when it was time for 
them to leave Dorothy said, “I think we have had as much 
surprise as youhad.” 

“Yes,” answered Mary, “‘I like this kind of a surprise 
party very much, and the best of it is, I am better again.” 


THE ROSE AND THE THISTLE 


Murtet SHELDON, 8 years 


It was spring; all the buds and roses were blossoming. 


There was a beautiful red rose in a lady’s garden. She 
watered it and kept all the weeds out of it. 

She went away for a vacation. When she was gone a 
thistle grew right near this big red rose. “The rose was boast- 
ing and saying, “I am much prettier than you. I am picked 
for my beauty. You are a weed of no use.” 

The thistle answered, ““God made me; God made you. 
God loves me; God loves us and cares for us both.” 

At this the rose felt more friendly toward the thistle. 
It thought for a while and said, ““You are right; I was 
wrong.” After that the rose never was so boastful. Before 
the lady came back they were good friends. 

When the lady came home she went right out to her 
garden to see if there were any weeds. When the rose saw 
her coming it said to the thistle, “‘Here comes the woman to 
pull the weeds up. You come and hide in my bushes and 
she won’t see you.” 

The thistle answered, “I will, dear rose.” After the 
rose had sheltered the thistle it felt much happier. I am sure 
a See had been glad to see the rose grow happier and 

er. 
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DAISY’S BOWL OF LOVING DEEDS 


Vesta Sutton, I! years 
, I can’t see any use of practicing this paino 
lesson any more. I know how to play it and 
it’s horrible to stay in the house playing the 
# piano when the other children are out having 
a good time, so now,” said Daisy. 

“Daisy, dear,” said her mother, “‘you 
have fifteen more minutes to practice, and 
can’t you play some more to please mother >” 

“Yes, I know,” said Daisy, “but the piece is so easy 
and I am so tired of practicing that it seems as if you could 
let me off just fifteen minutes.” _ 

“My dear,”” said Mrs. Brooks, “‘there is a silver bowl 
in my room. Run and get it.’’ Daisy sprang up from the 
piano stool and ran to get the bowl, glad to get away from 
the piano, even if it was just for a minute. When she came 
back she handed the bow! to her mother and said: 

‘Mother, what is this bowl for?” 

“T have thought of a plan,” said Mrs. Brooks. ‘“This 
silver bowl I will give to you, and—” 

“To me,” echoed Daisy, “mother, mother, how can I 
ever thank you?” 

*“Wait just a minute, dear; I have not finished telling 
you my plan. This silver bowl will be called, “The Bowl 
of Loving Deeds,’ and you must always be doing loving 
deeds, and each deed will go into your silver bowl.” 

“T will begin right away and play the piano for you 
and then I will have a loving deed to put into my silver 
bowl.”” So Daisy was busy for the next fifteen minutes 
playing the piano for her mother, and when she had finished 
Mrs. Brooks exclaimed: 

“T have never heard Daisy play so nicely before.” 

Two days afterward Daisy had eleven beautiful lov- 
ing deeds in her silver bowl, when she came running in 

from school and said to her mother, “‘Mother, Miss Joyce 
said that my composition was—well—the best in the class, 
and she said that I might print it with my typewriter. Won't 
that be splendid >” 
“Yes, dear,” answered Mrs. Brooks. ‘That will 
be nice, but which would you like to do; print your story, 
or go over and see cousin Kate?” 
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““Oh, I'd much rather stay and print my story than go 
over and play with those naughty boys.” 

“Yes, they are sometimes naughty, but you must gee 
the good in them, and then you will forget the naughty part 
and they will be nice to you.” 

When Mrs. Brooks left, Daisy got out her typewriter 
and was just in the most interesting part of her story when 
her little baby brother came running in and said: 

“*Sissa, I have tut my finner and it’s beeding. Won't 
*oo tweet it and make it bedder? I have twied to remember 
Dod and say, ‘I am ’pirit,’ but it huits yet.” 

Daisy took her baby brother in her lap and treated 
him, and soon he looked up into her face and said, “‘Sissa, 
it is all wite now.” That night Daisy went to her bed a 
very happy little girl, for she had twelve loving deeds in her 
“Silver Bowl.”’ 


THE WISHING STICK 


Marcaret Hover Poey, 10 years 


Not many years ago there lived two boys whose names 
were Frank and John. Frank was the older and John was 


the younger. These boys lived with their mother and father 
at the edge of a forest. They were very poor. 

One Saturday they decided to go fishing. They fished 
for a long time, but could catch nothing. At last Frank’s 
line was pulled down in the water very much. He pulled 
and pulled and in a few minutes pulled the line up. And 
what do you think it was? Why, a great big fish! The 
fish said, “‘Let me go and I will give you something wonder- 
ful.” The boys let the fish go, and waited to see what 
would happen. 

“IT don’t see anything wonderful,” said John, and 
just as he said that, the fish appeared again, but this time it 
had a little stick in its mouth. It said, ““Boys, this is a wish- 
ing stick, and I will give it to you for giving me my liberty. 
You can have anything you want, but it will not last long.” 
Then the fish disappeared. The boys wished for a pony 
and cart to take them home in. 

When their parents saw them, they asked the boys 
where the pony and cart came from, and the boys told them 
the whole story. And they lived happily ever after, even 
though the things they wished for did not last. 
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CLUB 


ROYAL, SECRETARY 

Object—To radiate sunshine, even in the darkest corners of the 
world. 

Colors—Red and yellow (Life and Wisdom). 

Motto—Love never faileth. 

Pin—The three wise monkeys. I see no evil, hear no evil, and 
speak no evil. 

Requirement for membership——-A simple request addressed to the 
Secretary of the Booster Club, 915 Tracy Ave., Kansas City, Mo. 

Reporis—All reports must be in by the fifteenth of the month. 
before the date of issue. 


_ Here we are all gathered at the Birthday Party. Gra- 
cious, how the Booster family has grown since last year! 
We are so many that I doubt if all of us can be heard. If 
you will look ever so closely you will find me with Deedee 
and Billy. We were 
all cuddled up for a 
story when Margaret 
came along and snapped 
our pictures. 

Have you heard 
about the new Booster 
Club? It is composed 
of the Boosters who felt 
that they were a little 
bit grown-up for the 
Wee Boosters. Now 
we have the Junior 
Unity Boosters and the 
Senior Unity Boosters 
here. Last Saturday 
the Senior Boosters 
went for a picnic away 
out on the Blue River. 
We swam and played 
in the woods, and then cooked supper and ate it away out 
where the crickets sing and the owls hoot and the little night 
insects sound their tiny chorus. 

We drove Ippe up close so that the lights could shine 
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on the table, then after supper we lay down on the grass and 
_ looked at the stars and brushed mosquitoes away. The 
boys were a little bit backward at first, but I believe that 
they will take a hand next time and join right into the frolic. 

We all drove back to the city about nine o'clock. 
There were fifteen of us in Ippe and seven in Wallace’s 
Henry. Sunday the following officers were elected: Pres- 
ident, Hester Meek; vice president, Ray Ashley; secretary, 
Vernice May; treasurer, Maude Beaman. What do you 
think of a national organization of the Senior Boosters? 
We could cooperate with the Junior Boosters and both have 
a grand time. Write and tell me about your ideas on this 
subject. 

I am taking up too much room with this talk about the 
Unity Boosters, so I shall stop and let some of the visiting 
Boosters have a few words. RoyYAL. 


West Branch, Mich. 

Dear Mr. Royal—I am writing this out under one of the trees 
in our backyard, in plain sight of Virginia's and my garden, and you 
just ought to see how her vegetable oysters and onions, and my potatoes 
are growing. It makes my eyes shine every time I look at them. 
Virginia was sixteen years old Saturday, and mother gave her the 
fattest birthday she ever had, besides taking us to see a good “movie.” 
We would have had the club here on that day too, if part of the 
house hadn't been torn up for papering. Last night the great 
Rabbi Leo Franklin. whom I suppose you have heard of, preached 
in one of the churches here, and everybody flocked to hear him 
—Catholics and all—and mother said that most of what he said was 
just what we Practical Christianity people believe, and she couldn't 
see how any churches could continue to teach hatred of the Jews, 
after’ hearing him. Mother says it will be one of the signs of the 
wonderful times that are coming to us, and it makes her so happy to 
have everybody friends, that way. Mother's sending one dollar to 
buy a brick for the new building, and she does not want her name on 
the wall, but to put the name of our club instead. You see we 
haven't any money in our treasury at all, so she often goes without 
things herself to help us out that way, and calls it “doing her bit.” 
Virginia and I are sending for a brick, too, and we want it all in the 
club name, instead of just us. If we were earning money we would 
send you as much as five dollars, because we want to see that building 
grow. Declaring for Wee Wispom long life and prosperity on this, 
her birthday, I am your faithful Booster, Ernest Baltzell. 
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‘ Kokomo, Ind. 
Dear Wee Wispom—I am a little boy eleven years old and have 
a brother ten years old. We have enjoyed reading WEE Wispom 
during the past year, but father is sick now; we will have to let you 
go. We would certainly love to have you keep on visiting us, though. 


Myron Hicks. 


WEE Wispom will be glad to continue her visits to 
Myron’s home, and wants all the Boosters to turn in and 
help Myron’s daddy find his beautiful strong health again, 
and for Myron to trust our bountiful God for his abundant 
supply. 

Kansas City, Mo. 

Dear Boosters—Since this is Wee Wispom’s birthday, and Adda 
Bowes is visiting Unity from Sioux City, lowa, Mrs. Fillmore thought 
it would be nice to have our pictures in this number, so here we are. 
Mr. Gould snapped us 
up when we were out 
in the Unity garden, by 
the fountain. Adda has 
attended WeE Wispom’s 
birthday parties in photo 
ever since she was a wee 
baby. Now she’s here 
for sure. We both be- 
long to the Good Words 
Club, and Senior Boost- 
ers, of which I am the 
president now. We are 
going on a picnic Saturday, which I will tell you about next time. 
Adda says she may go home next week, but we don’t want her to. 
She is a guest at the Inn. With love and best wishes to you all, in 
which Adda joins, | am, your loving Booster, Hester Meek. 


Detroit, Mich. 
Dear Wee Wispom—I'm out of school now for vacation, until 
September; and I’m having a nice time this summer. Our Sunday 
school is going to give a party Thursday, and we are all going. How 
are the Wees? and how is Curtis getting along? I am having a nice 
time in Sunday school. We sold perfume and got mother a silver 
ring for her birthday. Father's hand is hurt and I wish you would 

all ask God to help his hand, now. Goodbye, from Irene Parker. 
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Gerald, Mo. 
Dear Wee Wispom—We have formed a club, bearing the title, 
“Sunshine Radiator,” and are trying to live up to our name. We meet 
twice a month. We had our third meeting yesterday and are getting 
along very nicely. We took in two new members and initiated them. 
If a member is absent and cannot give a good excuse for not being 
present, he or she must pay a fee of five cents. We have seven 
members, including the officers. The officers are: Amy Pigeon, pres- 
ident; Herbert Symanski, vice president, and I am secretary and 
treasurer. We have a password, and must have a doorkeeper, so we 
gave the position to Ella Pigeon. I believe in Truth, and when my 
small brother was sick I prayed for him and he got well. I am thirteen 
years old and in the eighth grade at school. I have four sisters and 
two brothers, and am the oldest and have the greater part of the work 
to do, as my mother is not very well. Loads of love to the Boosters. 
Sunshine Radiator Secretary, Jewell Cowan. 


French Camp, Miss. 
Dear Mr. Royal and all the Boosters—How did you all enjoy the 
Fourth? I guess you all went to the picinc. I didn’t go, but I had a 
jolly time anyway. Well, our meeting starts next Sunday (second 
Sunday). I guess I will go, as it is only about one hundred yards 
from here. The schoolhouse is there too, so you see, I don't have very 
far to go. The club meeting was at our home last Sunday. We had it 
in the morning so some of the members could go to practice for 
Children’s Day. The dew was on the ground and we couldn't get out 
to play, so we played some games in the house. You will find inclosed 
stamps for club pin. I long for the first of August to come, as WEE 

Wispom comes then. Lovingly, 
Thelma Harding, Secretary of R. B. Club. 


Kansas City, Mo. 
Dear Wee Wispom—I am six years old and a new learner of 
_ the Truth. My mamma brought me to visit Unity last month and now 
we have moved here. I expect to join the Boosters. I have met 
Curtis just once; he is a real Booster. I haven't any pets here, but 
when we lived in Colchester, Ill., I found a little cat that needed a 
home; I petted it and brought it upstairs to my mamma, who is not 
fond of cats, but she gave it some milk, which it drank eagerly and 
soon purred itself to sleep. I then went out to play, and when I 
returned the cat was gone. I started to cry, then I remembered that 
God answers prayer, so | bowed my head and prayed, and the cat 
came back. Deane Jay Ruth, per mamma. 
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Dear Wee Wispom—Here’s a little advice for the Wees: 
Eat what is fresh, 
Drink what is clear. 
Wear what is neat, 
Do what is near. 
Read what is good, 
Pay what is due, 
Heed what is said, 
Speak what is true. 
—Martha Townsend. 
New York, N. Y. 
Dear Wee Wispom—This is the first time I have written to you 
and | have been getting you for about four years. | am a little girl 
nine years old and have a cat named Nobby. He ran away from us 
and we all thought we would never get him again, but he came back 
after three days and | am so happy. Enclosed is fifteen cents for a 
pin. Please put this letter in the August birthday number. With 
much love, Gladys Michaelyan. 
Kansas City, Mo. 
-Dear Royal—l have enjoyed all the Wee Wispoms that have 
been given to me by a friend. I would like to be a Booster. I go to 
Whittier School and would like to have a Booster pin of the three wise 
monkeys, “I see no evil, hear no evil, speak no evil.” Friday, Tommy 
and I made dandelion 
curls. I have no little 
brother nor sister, but my 
little friend has a brother 
and | like him very much. 
I made a clover wreath 
and put the dandelion 
curls on it, and played 
like I had some perfume, 
and it smelled good, and | 
I wanted to sell it, but 
Bess said, “No one would 
buy it.” I will tell you 
how I made it. I made 
it like this: I took some rosebuds and put them in hot water, and put 
salt in it and stirred it up, and then it was perfume. Some time | will 
send it to you. Yours truly, Dorothy. 
You should see the hearts Wee Dorothy has put on 
her letter to Royal. 


In front of Masonic Hall 
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ABOUT THE TRUTH SUNDAY SCHOOL IN SAN 
FRANCISCO 


Erwin Morrison, Jr. 


The Truth Sunday school in San Francisco is just about half a 
year old. This Sunday school has about 
seventy children, ranging in age from two 
and three to thirteen. 

The Sunday school is just like the “Booster 
Club” in Wee Wispom. With the help of 
Mrs. Hamilton, Mrs. Ulsing, Miss Hopkins 
and other teachers, we had an entertainment 
for the benefit of the new library, and to pay 
for the song books. This entertainment was 
made up of a series of drills making the word 
“Truth,” and other things. There was also 
singing by the adults. The Sunday school 
hopes to be, in a few years, the largest Truth 
Sunday school in San Francisco, even though 
the largest now has two hundred pupils. 

This Sunday school is mostly composed of 
girls who have joined the Good Words Club, 


except a few of the smaller ones, and all are Boosters. 


Erwin Morrison 


Some of the S. S. pupils and teachers 
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Kansas City, Mo. 

How do you do, everybody? Good morning, Royal. My, but 
you are looking fine this morning! But then, how could you help it with 
all the world looking so nice and clean and bright after its nice bath 
yesterday. Say, wasn't that Sunday school picnic we had last Saturday 
the best ever; and didn’t the folks have “some eats,” and didn’t Cari 
eat some pie? Of course, it did rain, but then who ever heard of a 
true-blue Booster making a fuss about a little thing like that—not our 
Boosters at any rate. The games Pearl had arranged were such fun, 
and the races were fine; and just think of me winning first prize in a 
running race; and so did Wee Billy, for that matter. Then you know 
all the little dancers were old-fashioned people and Roberta did such 
a lovely dance that Grandma Fillmore had to have it all over again. 
Did you ever hear of Grandma Fillmore before? Well, if you haven't 
you have missed something fine, for she is the best grandma I have 
ever seen, and since | have none of my own I have claimed her, and, 
believe me, I sure love her. 

Royal, do you want to hear about the Senior Booster Club we 
have formed, or had we better wait till next time? Let me know and 
I will tell Hester or Maude to get on their thinking-caps and write you. 
Love to all the Boosters and a bushel for yourself. I am your Boosting 
Boxster, Margaret. 


Asbury Park, N. J. 
Dear Wee Wispom—The other day I got a letter telling me 
that it was time to send the money for you. I am sending you fifteen 
cents extra for a Booster pin. I enjoy the Booster letters very much, 
and I should like to become a Booster, if you will let me. This 
summer | am going to start a Booster Club, with a club to knit things 
for the soldiers, and all the time keep in mind that God is the author 
of peace and not of war. The prosperity treatments, I think, have 
done me lots of good and I know that I have gained in knowing that 
God is all Substance. I am going to, sénd a story that I wrote, and 
maybe you can use it. It is not enclosed in this letter. With lots of 
love to all the Boosters, and hoping to bé one (if you will let me), I 

am always, Charlotte Belkington, age eleven. 


Thomson, Ill. 
Dear Wet Wispom—This story will perhaps be a help to some 
little girl or boy who has not many playmates. There was a little boy 
who went from a great city to a wee village to live. He found things 
quite different; even the children scarcely seemed to play as he had 
been accustomed to playing. At first he got very lonely, but mother 
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read many stories for children to him, when finally he became interested 
in bears and bunnies. From that time on he never got lonely, for in 
his mind he lined up whole families of bears and bunnies. This little 
boy has spent many happy hours playing in “Bear Town” and “Bunny 
Town.” He has also gotten several other little girls and boys interested 
in this innocent play. He also has a black dog named “Teddy.” 
Teddy is a very lively fellow, too, and has a Teddy bear almost as 
large as the boy. The little boy is a nice Wisdom boy at heart, and is 
very anxious to meet some little playmates who are Boosters, also. 
While this story is more truth than fiction, I hope it will be suitable for 
Wee Wispom’s birthday. Love to all, Donnie Allen, per mother. 


Bobbie's favorite statements are “God is my help” and “I am 
Spirit and can’t be hurt.” One day while visiting at a minister's, he . 
was bitten and scratched by a cat, which frightened him very much. 
The minister's mother proposed to put some peroxide on it, so it would 
not poison him, but Bobbie would have none of it, and told his 
mother afterward that he had said, “I am Spirit and can’t be hurt. 
God is my help.” That night about midnight Bobbie woke and asked, 
““What is a preacher, mamma?” When told it was a man who taught 
the people about God, Bobbie thought awhile and then said, “Well, 
isn’t that funny that a preacher who tells people about God don’t know 
that God is his help>” Bobbie's Mamma. 


Kansas City, Mo. 
Dear Royal—I am a little girl of ten. 1 wrote you once before. 
I belong to the Unity Sunday School, and “The Good Words Club,” 
and “The Busy Bees,” and the dancing class, and now I'm a Booster. 
I hope I can be a good Booster. I'm the only child in our family. 
Good-by, Virginia Dorothy Fifer. 


London, Ontario. 
Dear Wees—lI'm a little boy just about eight years young. I’m 
visiting just now with my grandma Oakeshott. But I'll be going home 
the first of April. I enjoy reading WEE Wispom very much. I live 
in Highland Creek. I wish you all a happy time, always. 
Bennie Benjamin Morris Oakeshott. 


New York City. 
My Dear Wees—lI have not written to you for a very long time; 
in fact not since I received your Booster pin. I am still taking WEE 
Wispom and I learn to like it more all the time. I am quite sure you 
will be glad to hear that I have joined’a Unity Society here. I know 
I should have gone long ago, but I never knew of any until just 
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recently. Mrs. Sophie Van Marter is the speaker for the Unity So- 
ciety that I attend and she makes the Truth very plain. I have written 
several little stories to send you, but I do not find them perfect. I am 
yours in Love and Truth, Cora A. Albertieri. 


Vermillion, S. D. 
Dear Wert Wispom—You have come to me about six months, 
and I enjoy the Boosters so much that I want to join the club. 
' I'm ten years old, and in the fourth grade. I inclose fifteen cents for 
a Booster Pin. Harold Page. 


New York, N. Y. 
Dear Wees—lI am a little girl ten years old. My brother is two 
and he is very cute. I wish to be a Booster and join you. My WEE 
Wispom is so nice. It has such pretty stories in it. My little cousin 
is one year old and he has whooping cough, but we are all praying for 
him and my brother, too. I prayed for brother, cousin and my half- 
cousin, Harvey Robinson, and all of my prayers were answered. Last 
summer I had a fair and got fifty dollars and sent it to the crippled 
children for braces. I go to a very nice Sunday school. We learn all 
about Jesus and his wonderful doings. I like school very much, be- 
cause I know that it is for my good. I am in five A im a public school. 
Hoping Jesus will take care of you all, I will close, | Hazel Smith. 


Selma, N. C. 
Dear Wet Wispom—Here's a poem that I made up myself, and 
I want you to please print it. The name of it is, 


“IF AND BUT” 


If I were a bird I would sing a song, 

But I am a child, so I play all day long. 

If I were a cat I would softly purr, 

But I have a doll and I sew for her. 

If I were a sheep I would baa and bleat, 

But as I’m a child, I’m still, though fleet. 

If I were a cow I’d chew my cud, 

But I am a child, so make cakes of mud. 

If I were these things, I would be sad, 

But as God’s child, I am very glad. 
Your loving reader, Helene Weld. 


Here’s a bunch of good letters from our Detroit 
Parkers. We're always glad of their cheering messages. 
All of them seem interested in the good work. Father, 
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mother, Irene, Robert, Burt, and even baby, we believe 
are boosting their best for the Good. 

Thanks for “Solomon Grundy,” but you know Robert, 
we like to hear about people who get well and keep alive, 
and are good natured. ‘The other little poems, we'll use 
later. 

Among those who have written letters and are joining 
the Booster Club are, Maxwell McGrow, Louisville, Miss. ; 
Erma Nellis, Mayer, Ariz.; Lelia May Sharp, Lamar, 
Miss. ; Sudie Roland, Ardmore, Okla: ; Robert S. Colburn, 
San Diego, Calif.; Rankin Roberts, Chicago, IIl.; Warren 
Webster, Hollywood, Calif.; Mary P. Lutz, Ontario, 
Canada. 

Kennesaw, Ga. 
Dear Wee Wispom—This is the first time I have written to you, 
although you have visited me two years, and | wait for you every 
month. I want to join the Booster Club. I am thirteen years old. | 
have two brothers and two sisters that will join too. Mamma has 
already joined the Good Words Club. We are going to be true 
Boosters and bring sunshine to everything, as we live in the country 
and see many things that are never seen in town; all kinds of pretty 
song birds and beautiful wild flowers and plants. We will send for 
pins later. Some time I will tell you about the pretty birds and things. 

Yours very truly, Lottie Clower. 


We welcome Lottie and her brothers and sisters to our 
Club. You have members enough to start a little Club of 
your own, Lottie, and we’re sure the beautiful song birds and 
wild flowers will bring to your mind just the right name for 


it. We know you'll all be good Boosters. 


White Bluff, Tenn. 
Dear Wee Wispom—I am a little girl, twelve years old. I have 
read WEE Wispom two months and like it very much. I read it every 
day and it makes me very happy. I have a little sister and three 
brothers that I would like to make happy, also a cousin who would 
like Wee Wispom. Would like to have a statuette, and to join the 
Booster Club. Your friend, Elva Dunky. 


Elva sends in three new subscriptions, which shows she, 
is a worker, and will make a fine Booster. 


Buffalo, N. Dak. 
Dear Mr. Royal, and Wee Wispom and all the Boosters—I was 
glad to see my last letter in print. It has ben raining all afternoon and 
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the crops and gardens look better already. The pony almost slipped 
when I went after the cows. Have spent most of the day playing with 
the kittens, as it was too wet for outdoor play. Two of WEE Wispom’s 
Boosters have written me. I hope more will do so. 

Your sincere Booster, Carrie Jespersen. 


Deerfield, Kan. 
Dear Wee Wispom—My pin is very pretty. Have received three 
Wee Wispoms. | like to read them. I like the letters. I thank WEE 
Wispom for what it has done for me. I am thirteen years young and 
am in the eighth grade. I like to go to school. I wish I could get up 
a Club out here. There are only five or six children out here. If you 
will send me a few copies to give them, I think when I write again 
I will have a Club. I wish some of the Boosters would write to me. 

Jessie Koon. 


Battle Creek, Mich. 
Dear Mr. Royal—I have taken WEE Wispom for six months and 
find it very interesting. I immensely enjoyed Emily Rainbow Henry's 
story, entitled, “The Little Helper.” It was so interesting I read: it 
through twice. I would like to join the Booster Club, if you will ex- 
plain a few facts about it to me. My birthday was the sixth of July, 
and | had a splendid time, although I did not have a party. I re- 
ceived a few lovely gifts. My mother opens her house every Friday 
to a Unity meeting. Miss Amy Moffett is our teacher and I love to 
hear her talk. We have a lovely dog, named Rex, of which I would 
like to send his picture to put in WEE Wispom. Love to all the 

Boosters. Donna Kinyon. 


; Millboro, S. D. 
Dear Wee Wispom—I like little Curtis’ picture in WEE Wispom, 

and | would like to see him. I have a little brother named Kendell, 
who looks like Curtis. I think he would have some fun if he would 
come out to Dakota and play on our big farm. I would like to know 
how old Curtis is and what his last name is. I like WEE Wispom 
very much, all of it, and I love the Sunday school lessons. My mamma 
teaches the young people's class. I am writing a verse. 

I like my Booster pin, 

I like the Boosters, too, 

Who should always be kind and gentle, 

Even when there’s lots to do. 


With love to all the Wees, from Fredrick Johnson. 
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Lindsay, Cal. 
To Curtis, in Wee Wispom—I enjoy WEE Wispom so much, 
and I, too, would like sometimes to sit on mother’s lap and “just be 
still.” I read Wee Wispom and then send it to a little boy in 
Jerome, Arizona. I hope he will like it so much that his folks will 
send traveling expenses to go direct to Jerome. Best of wishes to the 
Boosters. From Otto. 


Turlock, Cal. 
Dear Wees—I live in California. We have no club here. | 
have been taking WEE Wispom a long time and like it well. 1 would 
like to know how to join your club. I am sending a poem for the 
birthday number. My birthday is in August. I will be ten years 
old. With a good wish, 5 Marjory Liniler. 


This letter and verse were printed good and plain by 
Wee Marjory. 
St. Joseph, Mo. 
Dear Wee Wispom—I am writing to tell you about a Booster 
Club we have formed. We would like to join the club and are send- 
ing for the pins. There are five of us, Margaret Foster, president, and 
I, Mildred Sims, secretary and treasurer, Esther Wilkins and Vilma 
Wyatt. We are going to have more later on. Nora Nelson is also 
a member. We want to do all we can to be real Boosters. We are 
going to try to do a lot of good this summer. We would like to 
have our pins by the next meeting, if possible, which will be held at 
my home, June IIth. We read Wee Wispom, as Margaret takes 
it, and we study the lessons out of it. We all enjoy them very much 
and we are thinking of taking the magazine ourselves. My mother 
thinks the club is splendid. Well, I will have to close, hoping you 
will admit us as members and that we may have our pins as soon as 
possible. Yours sincerely, Mildred Sims, Sec. and Treas. 


Manning, Kansas: 
Dear Wees—How do you like the hot days? I do not like it. 
I never have been sick, but three times, and I am eleven years young. 
I wish to become a Booster. | have a little kitten that is named Tom, 
and a little colt. I send love to all Boosters. Romanyne Brown. 


Dear Mr. Royal—I like Wee Wispom very much, I enjoy the 
little letters, and want to have a part in the August Birthday number 
for my birthday is the 12th of August. I am inclosing a little story, 
which I hope to see in WEE Wispom for August. I want to join the 
Booster Club. Your little friend, Vera Lucile Bodine. 
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Union City, Ind. 
Dear Were Wispom—My name is Siegel Cromas, and | have 
lived on a part of this big earth seven years. I have a brown hound 
dog named Buster, a white and light yellow heifer calf that I would 
like to milk some day when we get big enough, and a little bantam hen 
that has seven chick-a-dees. She feels the queen of the barn yard. 
My pop and I were in the corn field; we found a bird's nest with four 
big eggs in it. The big owner bird flew about and made a frightful 
noise, trying to tell us not to molest her nest or eggs. , We did not, for 
pop said she was placed there for the good of the corn. I love to 
hear Wee Wispom read. At my age I enjoy Curtis’ page and the 

letters from the Wees. With love to all my friends, 
Siegel Cromas, per mamma. 


New Orleans, La. 

_ Hello, Boosters—I1 shall be proud to join you, and enclosed is 
fifteen cents in stamps for a pin. I have been acquainted with WEE 
Wispom for only two months. In last month’s Booster Club depart- 
ment I read about the Birthday Party,. you are going to have. Enclosed 
is my contribution. Sincerely yours, 

Merle Scheppegrell, age thirteen years. 


Ruskin, Fla. 
Dear Wee Wispom—I enjoy WEE Wispom very, very much. 
My birthday comes in the same month as WEE Wispom's, and I am 
seven years old. | go to the Unity Class with my mother, when it does 
not rain. I have three cats. One is a dear little kitten. I have 
twelve little chickens; a man gave me two of them. Our Unity teacher 
gave me the others. Hoping you will put this in WeE Wispom, 
From Muriel Rush. 


Kansas City, Mo. 

Dear Royal—I am sending a story which I hope you will like. 

I am trying to be a good girl. I went swimming this morning. Mother 
says I am her little helper. Well, goodby, Virginia Fifer. 


Gerald, Mo. 
Dear Wees—I like Wee Wispom fine and | like to read “Magic 
Pillows,’ and all the nice stories. 1 am nine years old and am going 
to be ten the 13th of September. We have started a Booster Club, 
and I like it fine. We have nine members, and expect to have more 
soon. We live on a farm. With love, from 
Alice Pigeon, SuNsHine Rapiator 
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BIRTHDAY BIBLE LESSONS 


By Hester Meek, /4 years. 


Lesson 7, AuGusT 12 
JOSIAH’S GOOD REIGN.—II Chron. 34:1-13. 


GoLtpEN Text—Remember now thy creator in the days of thy 
vouth.—Eccles. 12:1. 


While we are young is the best time to become conscious of God © 
and to know him as we know ourselves. God made us kings, like 
Josiah, and gave us a kingdom to rule—our kingdom is within us—in 
our hearts, and God gives us the wisdom by which we govern our 
thought-people. 

God said, “Ye shall have no other gods before me.” When we 
become angry we are shutting out the true God, which we should not 
do. In our hearts let us have only loving, kind thoughts, and so be 
true to the one good God. And, like Josiah, we will have a long, 
happy, prosperous reign, and through our pure and loving thoughts, cast 
out old images and establish the Christ-Mind in our Kingdom. 


Lesson 8, AuGust 19 
FINDING THE BOOK OF THE LAW.—II Chron. 
34:14-19, 29-33. 

Gotpen Text—!/ will not forget thy Word.—Psalm 119:16. 

God has not written down in a big book everything he wants us 
to do, but he has written it in our hearts. The book of his Law is 
within us. Since God has written his Law in our hearts, we must 
learn what it is, and how to obey it. Moses was on the mountain top 
when God gave him the Law of the Twelve Commandments, the first 
of which was: “Thou shalt have no other gods before me,” and we 
are learning that the true God is Life, Love, Substance and Intelli- 
gence, and we are his holy temple. We are keeping his Law and 
remembering his Word when we acknowledge him in all our ways. 


Lesson 9, AuGusT 26 
THE CAPTIVITY OF JUDAH.—II Kings 25:1-12. 
Gotpen Text—As | live, saith the Lord God, I have no pleasure 
in the death of the wicked. 


When we see people doing what is wrong, we sometimes say: 
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“God will surely punish them for disobeying his Law,” but we must 
remember that “Our God is too pure to behold iniquity,” like light 
cannot see darkness, because when light comes, darkness goes, so God, 
the Good, cannot see wickedness, because when Good comes, wicked- 
ness goes. So, because God is Life, death goes when Life comes.: 
So our dear Father of Life and Good can only see our good side. 
God loves us all alike, and to be like him, we, too, must love every- 
body, and see and hear and speak only Good. God's Life is for all 
alike, and to be like him we must see his glad, free, perfect life in 
ourselves and everybody else. 


Lesson 10, SEPTEMBER 2 
THE SHEPHERD OF CAPTIVE ISRAEL.—Ezek. 34:11- 
16; 23-27. 

GotpEN Text—The Lord is my shepherd, I shall not want.— 
Psalm 23:1. 

In this lesson the sheep spoken about are our own thoughts, and 
we are their shepherd. Sometimes our sheep get away from the fold 
and are in danger of being devoured by the wild beasts of temper 
and fear and disobedience, then the good Christ-Shepherd in our 
hearts must lovingly and faithfully seek them out and bring them back 
to the fold. The good shepherd feeds his sheep with words of 
Truth, and watches over them with faithful care. We, as good 
shepherds, must see that this fold in which our sheep are gathered is 
made proof against storms and cold and prowling beasts. Then, too, 
as good shepherds, we must lead our sheep into green pastures and 
beside still waters. 


TO THE BOOSTERS AND WEES 


Our Booster friends responded so generously 
with letters and stories for the Birthday number 
that many were crowded out for want of space. 
You will not be disappointed, however, for this 
overflow will appear in the September WEE Wis- 
DOM as a continuation of the Birthday number. 
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BLANCHE’S CORNER 


CURTIS ENTERTAINS THE BIRTHDAY 
PARTY 


Hello, everybody! I’m glad you’re 
all here. I like parties. Don’t you? I 
am a big boy now, ‘cause I was six in 
June—the month of roses. There's 
some of the red rose in my cheeks all the 
time, mamma says, and my eyes are like 
stars. ~ 
My whole name is Curtis Hasel- 
tine, and my mamma is Blanche, and 
my papa is Charlie, and my papa’s 
mamma is Edith Haseltine, and we're going to have a nice 
place in the country this summer. 
This is vacation time, and I’m out on the green grass 
most all the time with my coaster wagon. I would like to 
take all the Boosters to the party in my wagon. Wouldn't 


we have a jolly time? And we'd sing a lot of songs. 
This is one we sing in our Sunday school, and I like 
it, don’t you? 
“*Two little eyes to look to God, 
Two little ears to hear his words, 
Two little feet to walk his ways, 
Two hands to serve him all my days.” 


EULAH’S FAIRIES 


Eulah went for a walk one evening. She was eleven 
years young. As she walked this evening, she heard a very 
musical sound, and then a rush as of wings. Eulah held 
her breath, for the sound seemed to come from the brook. 
She descended to the brook and peered about. . 

The Elves and Brownies were giving a ball in honor 
of the Fairy Queen’s birthday. The frogs furnished the 
music, and the fireflies shed their golden rays of ight. 

“Oh!” cried Eulah, in her ecstacy of delight, “I think 
“you are the dearest, cutest little things.” She could see the 
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fairy queen, who seemed to be the happiest of them all. 

“Come with me,” said a wee voice at her elbow. She 
turned around and saw a jolly Elf standing by her side. 

“IT am too large,” answered Eulah. 

“No, you aren’t,” answered a chorus of voices, and 
peainprens twenty Elves and twenty Brownies were before 

er. 

Eulah felt herself shrinking until she was as small as 
any of the Fairies. 

The King of the Brownies touched her with his scepter - 
and she was gowned in a beautiful, creamy-satin, evening 
gown, with silk stockings and satin slippers to match. She 
was now ready to be introduced to the Queen of the Fairies. 

They danced and feasted until past midnight, when the 
wa went down and Eulah found herself once more in the 
road. 

Was what had passed in the last few hours only a 
dream? 

Some people don’t believe in Fairies and Brownies and 
Elves, enough to spell them with a capital letter, but Eulah 
does, and I do, and I’m sure you do, don’t you? 


THE RAINDROPS 


Viota 


“Dear little raindrop, where did you come from?” 

““‘Why, I was on the beach playing, and the sand said, 
‘Dear little raindrop, do you want to do some good?’ 
I said, ‘I would like to do some good.’ 

“Pretty soon we felt funny, pa I and all my brothers 
and sisters were going up toward the sky. One day, while 
we were in the cloud, it got too’ full. The pansies were 
withered and thirsty. Some of us fell down. I and some 
of my brothers and sisters watered the pansies. Others fell 
on the clover. My name is Sunshine. The cloud broke just 
as the sun went down. Some of us saw the sun set. When 
we fell all the people that were out put up their umbrellas. 
When they got out of the rain their umbrellas were covered 
with hundreds of little raindrops. The flowers thanked us 
for saving them. Then the sun came out and the flowers 
lifted their heads and thanked the sun. Well, goodby, we 


will see you again.” 
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AUGUST, 1917 
THE BOOSTERS’ MOTTO 


Mrs. BeuLaH ANDERSON 


I am a jolly Booster, 
And I know just how to live 
To get the best good out of life, 
And the best to others give. 


I’m giving love for hatred, 
I’m giving peace for strife, 
I see in every other one 
The loving, living Christ. 


When I get a hating thought 
Of fighting or of ‘sin, 
I turn around and let the thought 
Of loving come right in. 


I’m as wise as is a serpent, 
As harmless as a dove, 

And I meet life’s every problem 
With the Boosters’ motto, “Love.” 


Dear Reaper: When you find a blue blank pasted on this 
page, you will know that it is time for you to renew your subscription: 

I want to visit you every month, for I have many good things in 
store for you, but of course | cannot come if you do not send my 
traveling expenses. Please let me hear from you just as soon as you 
receive the notice. 


Yours in Love and Truth. 
WEE WISDOM, Tenth and Tracy Ave., Kansas City, Mo. 


{ UNITY BLDG., 917 TRACY AVENUE, KANSAS CITY, MO. 
a Entered as second class matter, August 8, 1898, at the postoffice al 
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